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Summary:
Andrew indulges in Ashley's wishes as she wishes. Except it doesn't go entirely as planned.

Notes:
>.< its been a while since i've made something for a fandom that isn't my main one but this idea came to me in a Vision like Yesterday so I had to do it lol. Enjoy!

Work Text:
Sometimes, Ashley admittedly has nightmares on occasion. They're nothing like the ones her brother has but they make her stomach curdle as images of Andrew abandoning her flashes through her head, unable to stop screaming. Or if it's not that, she dreams of when she hides in that tiny closet, eyes slightly wide in wonder at the bloody cleaver her brother has in his hand.

The other man is dead.

Its a vivid splatter in her memories, the usual Andrew she knows filled with this feral darkness. He is a butcher, and that knife is their friend. Even when they get out, fate has decided that they are one of the most unfortunate bastards of all, nearly killed by a hitman and then caught intruding by her own fucking mother. She emphasizes that with resentment, if one didn't realize already. In a world where it was her mother who had abandoned her and Andy, it was so cruel to see the only one at her side act like they were all just some big fucking normal family.

Honestly, she would've preferred to be killed to this family reunion.

Her brother wasn't in the right fucking mind either and thank the Devil that he was still on her side, regardless of how much she despised her mother. Their father, a neglectable character who barely existed, fine. But if Andy wasn't the one to chop her "mother" up, then she would do the killing. Not like she even minded, it was just Andrew who assumed these things should be split. And yeah, she didn't mind being his wife. (How else would she be able to stay in his skin, tainting him with her words? Maybe there were other ways to keep him leashed to her, she thought.) But she was just as vicious as him, even if she was more childish.

She didn't care at all about what anyone thought, even as her heart began to pump at the look Andrew was giving her.

He often went on and on about the sanctity of being an older sibling, but they both knew that was a lie and she could feel his anger bubbling quietly.

She always knew how to push his buttons, after all.

There had been close calls where she was certain he would be her demise, but seeing him go nearly over the edge makes her excited. Ashley wouldn't call herself entirely depraved yet, but the pit of anticipation as his green eyes pierced into hers proved otherwise. She knew he loved her to the extent of being willing to do many things for her, so she took him for granted. It was her god damn right to do so.

They had an oath to each other and she was going to ruin him for all his worth, Andy uneasy at her past self's beaming smile.

And it worked to an extent.

But he still kept his cool, even when she kept pressuring him. It was only when his face and demeanor entirely dropped right before they went by Mom and Dad's house that she knew the past was eating him alive. Stewing in jealousy. She didn't hesitate to call him Andy even after the shitshow that had happened. Ashley always called him that anyways, but now it was on purpose.

"It's Andrew," he reminded her with gritted teeth. "Say it with me, Ashley. And. Drew."

The grip on her cheekbones slackened as she scowled before smirking. "Andy Andy Andy Andy Andy-"

"God fucking dammit, Ashley. You're really going to be this childish?"

She stuck her tongue out mockingly. "I am the little sister after all, aren't I?"

"Yes, yes you are," he sounded disappointed. Rude. "Don't give me that look, Ashley. Just don't. I've had enough of your usual shit today, let's just move on with the stupid nicknames, okay? I'm no longer Andy. You know that."

...Of course she knew that. Andy and Leyley were long gone, even as their loyalty said otherwise. Andrew still chose her and listened to her even when they were fighting. Something in him had changed while she was gone using their mom's money. He did things without a fight. He never did things that nicely...

"Maybe." She quietly muttered bitterly. "But its the only thing that's really you. I can never tell if it's you or not."

Andrew looked like he had choice words to say, but it seemed like he was in a good mood so he wrapped his arm around the younger party's shoulders. "Look. I know it's a lot, and I've changed and you're dealing with it hard, but I am still here. I'm still... Andy, even if I hate it. But please. I'm begging you to stop calling me Andy. It's just you and me," his eyes turned glacial. Then soft. And tired. "What can I do to convince you that I am still me, just not the boy who was 7 and so stupid? How do I get you to work with me here?"

What more do you want from me, his eyes conveyed.

They were entering a period of darkness that she knew was inevitable. Just like her soul.

"Well?"

She thought about it. The thrill of being hunted, the frenzied look on his bloodied face and their hands intertwined in crime and promise. The dream. The cleaver. Everything. "If you want me to call you Andrew so badly," she paused. "Rape me."

His eyes grew dark, foreboding. "Ashley. This isn't the time for joking." If she kept this up... who knew what he would do to this mangy minx of a sister. God knows his intentions were never pure. She laughed as his grip on her shoulder tightened, feeling deliriously turned on at how it hurt so much. How would it feel if he did choke her?

"What?" She snuggled closer with the unamused brother. "You asked me! I'm serious by the way. Have you heard of CNC? I'm sure you're veryyyy aware of it, Andy." It was dangerous territory but it was the only way to get his attention. Her lips slanted against his earlobe, accidentally licking the shell. "I give you full permission to do whatever you want to me. Destroy me, Andrew. Unless you want me to call you Andy again? Besides, don't we end up together forever, anyway? Best to get things out of the way," she smirked. That demon guy had done her a great service. 

He wanted to wipe off that smug look on her face.

He hated that she was right.

And he hated how turned on he was at the thought of raping his little sister.

Still unable to fully let go of his sour facade, he finally sighed with resignation. "Fine. You win. But if we're going to do this, you're going to tell me how you want it," His hand slid down her arm. "Understood?"

She smiled victoriously. "Mhm!"

 

So of course, now that their parents were long gone and no longer here, they were able to reside in the house for a short while. And it meant getting the bed. She even got to change out of her nasty clothes and into some clothes that belonged to Andrew, shirt covering up to her thighs. Despite how much their parents hid their presence, it seemed like they kept some of the things belonging to Andrew at the very least. Ashley was disappointed but not surprised to see that she had no presence in this dead house. Still, it wasn't so bad.

She had Andrew after all. She felt high on the thought of finally having him all to herself. None of the miserable bitches to interfere with her happiness. Andrew placed a hand on her shoulder.

"Hey, did you make sure to drink the tea?"

She nodded. "Why?" Did he do something to the cup? She felt sleepy but she figured that was the tea....against her will, she gradually felt her eyelids grow heavy, darkness covering her vision as she slumped into his arms.

"Good girl," He patted the unconscious girl on the head, resisting the urge to have his way when she was unconscious. If Ashley wanted to see it, that would be fine with him. She rested on the bed, unaware of her fate. Besides, he knew she would throw a fit if she wasn't awake. What a little shit, he thought affectionately. This probably wasn't how she imagined him to do things, since she mentioned consensual non-consent, but it was close enough, right?

Now, to untangle the extra rope he knew was in the closet. How ironic, he thought. Using the rope that was definitely for his father to tie up his sister... brought slight feelings of conflict and repulsion. Not the rape part, no, which was still fucked up, but the thought of his father made him want to wither away. God. Ashley should be happy he even thought things through, knowing that he would have to deal with her bratty attitude if she was too awake while it happened. A tablet of melatonin added to her cup of hot tea was bound to knock most people out.

Even when she was somewhat coherent and awake, the girl had little to say, eyes blank. Maybe he should pack some of these for future occasions, Andrew mused.

Whether it be for his little sister or a future victim.

On top of that thought, he finally managed to sort through the tangles of the used bandage rope, a bright red unable to be ignored even at night. How good would Ashley look in them, every bit pressing over her plush body, entangled in his work? It was a good thing Andrew had known his way around how to tie things up from his trips to the woods with his friends. Ah, college. Hadn't thought about that hellhole in ages. All he needed now was just Ashley, still thoroughly knocked out as he tied her to the center of the bed post, her arms restrained by the rope and legs pinned down by him before he got an idea, hopping off to get the butcher knife.

She was already dressing boldly but seeing her in his shirt made him aroused. He had never been so glad to begrudgingly follow her demands. For it being a T shirt he hadn't used in years, Andrew thought it was pretty damn well fitting against his sister, covering all the important bits even if he wanted to stare at her all day. However, it left nothing to the imagination, with barely any excess fabric to hide her curves, her nipples poking through it without her bra.

The sister loved that thing like it was her child, but the contraption always made Andrew relieved he never needed those things. There were red angry marks from how frequent the bra had been put on, up until the dream had happened.

But now it was gone, and as he lifted her shirt up out of curiosity, so were her panties. Wow, he could smell the arousal on her already. Feeling his dick twitch to life in his pants and his mouth beginning to salivate, Andrew was sure she wouldn't mind being licked clean before things got started. He rolled up the edges of her shirt, just enough for him to focus on her glistening cunt, her dark pubes already nicely set aside without much fanfare. It would seem that his dear Ashley masturbated frequently, especially with how easily she took in two of his fingers, visibly twitching when his thumb pressed itself into her clitoris.

He watched with bated breath.

Fingering someone wasn't something he took enjoyment from, mostly preferring to please himself instead. But seeing the girl that had frustrated him his entirely life begin to squirm like a real woman as he dug in further in her sleep, made the process much more pleasurable. If he was going to follow her wishes, then he would make sure she would thoroughly feel it.

After a few minutes inside of Ashley's warm and soaking cunt, it loosened even further after what he did to her. He relaxed his fingers, firmly setting the pussy lips wide open so that impertinent sister of his wouldn't suck him in for eternity. With a bit of teasing, she shivered and the flow of love juices made her caverns drop her hold on his fingers, which were coated with a shiny sheen of white.

He cleaned every inch of his dirtied fingers with closed eyes, savoring the feast that was soon to come.

With the help of a vibrator, pressing the toy at the gathering point of her thighs had certainly woke her up, groggy as she looked at him tiredly, confused. "Andrew? Mmm, what are you doing now, you-"

She shut up as the vibrator moved down further, edging dangerously down there, right at the edge of her vulva. "What was that, Ashley?" Andrew looked at her with a confused face. He smiled like nothing was happening. "What are you talking about? You were the one that asked for this, didn't you? Doesn't it feel good..."

Finally getting a clue, Ashley rolled her eyes.

"You sure were keen on messing me up...ah..." She rasped, eyes rolling out of pleasure this time, feeling herself turn taut. She shivered at the rough vibrations directly touching her clitoris as the toy already began to descend on her wet vulva. "Right there," She whined when he pulled it back. "What the hell was that for? Give it back, Andyyyy," She gasped when his hand crawled towards her neck. "What are you going to do."

Ashley had always been in precarious situations before, but it was the first time seeing him so proactive on this type of thing, even compared to all his other death threats to her. She was wary, but already prone to falling back into her euphoric state of being when he was closing in on her windpipe, hands unable to do anything even when she pathetically wiggled in it. Compared to her knots around their parents, these were airtight. They made sure to hurt the gaps between the rope as she tried to do something. Nothing happened, save for her eyes watering as pleasure struck again, Andrew clicking on another button that upped its intensity.

He couldn't look away — the sight of her writhing had made him hard already, her pale skin turning red the more she struggled, beginning to feel herself turn more aroused. But the vibrations stopped right when she was reaching the zenith of her pleasure, the girl beginning to look visibly worn down as the vibrator that was placed in her juices was placed in her mouth. She made a face but sucked at the plastic head obediently, all while Andrew had began to prod and trace at her sensitized pussy, his fingers threatening her to make her stop to moan even more but she kept to herself, pussy clenching and pulsating tightly when his fingers kept violating her. She eventually came, watching exhaustedly as he finally pulled the vibrator and his soaked fingers away from her, legs shaking as he held her thighs wide open.

"Hm, did you enjoy that?" She inwardly cursed at him, involuntarily blushing when he smiled wide enough to show his canines. "Ashley," He drawled into her ear, the girl gasping silently as hot breath crawled over her neck. The cleaver that came out of nowhere rested on top of her tits, the metal shining eerily. "Tell me, how did you feel."

Satan, fuck everything.

She was too aroused and embarrassed to fully admit how good the tingles of fear and danger were when paired up with her brother's insane behavior but she managed to grit out, "I-It was fucking good. Don't get your panties in a knot, you god damn sleazeball, you didn't have to do this to me," She tugged at her restraints with melting annoyance. "I want to fuck you too," She pouted. Andrew smiled. What a spoiled child.

He really did let her walk on him everyday, didn't he? But Andrew wouldn't let her do what she wanted in this position. He had her right where he wanted her for once. Beneath me, He thought with contentment. I am her big brother, after all. Ashley looked at him warily.

"But Ashley," he kissed her neck tenderly, right at her carotid, teeth scraping it. "That's not what you specified when I asked you what you wanted. You gave me explicit permission to fuck- no, I suppose its not just fucking. You agreed to have me rape you," He finished his answer with a gleeful, dark look sending chills down her spine.

He wouldn't do it, right?

....in the bottom of her stomach, a resounding yes he would from her darkest desires only laughed at her. Of course he would. He belonged to her, and anything that belonged to her was just as fucked up no matter how functional he appeared. He just wasn't an entire fuck up to the world, her thoughts quipped with a dark edge. That was her.

"Sigh...you have a point," She hesitantly admitted. "So, you've decided to take off your denial?" The both of them had always known it was going to be like this.

"Depends on how I feel," he mused. "But now, I'm going to have my way with you."

The weighted cleaver was used to chop up the old shirt, right at the edges of her cleavage when Andrew slid off his pants and boxers to reveal his cock. He felt a guttural pleasure strike him as he got on his knees, balls on top of her as he began to use her big fat, distracting tits to massage the inserted length, the head poking out to be covered and straining against his old T shirt. It would never be recovered but it was worth it, he shuddered, grinning maniacally. The more he groped her ridiculously soft and huge breasts, the more he could feel her become more aroused, a dusky pink on her judging face like she wasn't enjoying it. On top of that, he pinched her nipples, teats becoming hard the more he refused to let go.

She looked like she was in pain, but he didn't care all that much for her feelings.

Beforehand, it was all about Ashley. He was just respecting her whims, he thought before the guilt could peek in. She wanted this, not him. Just look at how pathetically horny she looked being tugged at the nipples relentlessly, her face falling into a depraved facial expression.

It was exhilarating, another part of him thought darkly.

Neither sibling had much to say, the conversation being in the tension and the intense eyefucking they had as Andrew's cock began to feel strained enough to start having his head twitch before semen started to fall down into the valley of her buxom bust, shot after shot soaking into the ruined T-shirt and her breasts. It worked to lather both siblings in semen, the full extent shown when he finally cut away at the little structure that held the material together at her breasts, revealing milky teats all thanks to Andrew. She took a breath in, swallowing the urge to moan like a lost slut. Ashley still had a good deal of her pride left, even now.

"Geez, you got me all dirty," She rolled her eyes as he impatiently slapped his cum soaked cock against her cheek, pressing it into her lips. She smirked. "Relax, we have all day for this, Andrew..."

Before he could retort and just shove it into her slutty mouth, she had already done the work and got to clumsily sucking at his cock, lips hooked mainly around his head as he watched her gently work into things. "You can remember to breathe while doing this, you know that right?"

She glared at him but took his advice, feeling more relieved that she wouldn't be the one to die while doing her first blowjob ever.

She was also motivated to do more by the way Andrew groaned her name, praising her mouth pussy without disparaging her for once.

It felt good to see how much her wet mouth could affect a man like her brother, Ashley thought to herself slyly. He was too lost in the way her nasty tongue practically made love to his cock's head to do anything consciously, Ashley stopping her tiny licks when she could feel him want to jolt even further than she was comfortable with. Despite how sore and raw her throat and jaw felt, the sudden movement down her oral passages for her first blowjob,  she felt unnervingly light being her brother's slutty sex toy, her thoughts fading out as she did her best to accommodate his girth with full restraint. Her pussy began to shamelessly clench again, the girl wishing she could finger herself in the havoc of being throatfucked or at least to touch her aching nipples.

Before they both knew it, the intense mouthfucking ended with his cock lodging itself deep down her throat, semen blocking and nearly choking her as she tearfully drank the salty and bitter concoction, moaning when he praised her with a headpat. "That's my girl.... keep sucking it out," He groaned, feeling the bits of his cock being sucked out without Ashley needing to even make his cock back out. Her throat was made to house his semen, he decided. For a first time, she knew pretty damn well how to please a man.

Andrew smiled.

Too bad she would be stuck with him for forever and beyond, though from her eager response to be raped, it seemed like she didn't mind. He chuckled. It would be Andrew and Ashley forever, hm?

"You did so good," He praised, fingers prying open her thoroughly fucked mouth. "Oh, you even swallowed everything. If you didn't smell horribly horny, it would almost be like I could take you out for a walk, huh? Maybe if I shut you up with a ball gag and a face mask, you'd still be unable to be seen as a disgusting incestuous freak of nature, my lovely Ashley," he smiled falsely, sadism in his eyes as she stared at him despondently. "You're made for me, aren't you?"

Her eyes began to gain active consciousness until he tugged at her hard nipples, making her whimper the more he mercilessly fucked with her. She nodded with teary eyes. "I'm yours," She panted. "It doesn't matter what you do, I'm yours," She yelped as he pulled at her ponytail, suddenly more sensitive from everything. She melted as his fingers massaged her scalp.

"Feels good?"

Not trusting her voice, she nodded with a blush.

He smiled. Her heart beat, dazedly wondering if this really was her brother. "I'm glad," She melted as he caressed her cheek. "Just remember that this will be a daily occurrence," He hummed, finally ready to break her thoroughly. "I love you so much Ashley. Just remember that."

"Y-yes," She gasped as he finally started to place her hips atop his. His cock made it inside her without much difficulty, her sleek and wet folds making it ridiculously easy for her to enjoy herself. "God, fuck, shit it feels so fucking good," She looked at him tearfully.

The sister could barely register anything as she felt her hips ache from how wide her legs were, clinging onto hip for life, the thrusts violent, his hands unwilling to let go as he claimed everything that was her, semen dripping down thighs - the same cum caking her breasts, both of them wet and sweaty.

Andrew finally opened up her pussy lips, satisfied at how he had defiled her. She looked like a beautiful mess, even when she was freed. Her pussy was thoroughly painted in white, her breasts raw and sore. Feeling overcome with possessiveness and affection, he gave her a chaste kiss as he washed her body for her, the sister too exhausted to do anything. "You're such a good girl, Ashley," He praised, kissing the nape of her neck. His fingers slid down to run soapy water down her chest and into her thighs as she moaned, backing her ass up into his cock with needy eyes. "Good girl."

"If I'm a good girl, will you stay forever with me?" 

"Always," He let out one last dick rubbing against her ass and thighs before continuing to clean them thoroughly. They couldn't afford to be careless in clean up after all. After this, they would finally disappear from the house and pack up into their stolen car, closer than ever. Ashley was still her sarcastic and nasty self, but she shut up much easier whenever he pleased her with his cock, her face indignant but self serving as she got off to blowing her brother.

God they were sick, but Andrew smiled, he wouldn't have it any other way. Ashley was now his good girl, obedient like little sisters always should be.